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It is 3-15 a. mM llth, Saturday now. The day of
my writing to you has become upset owing to the
uncertainty of the arrival of your weekly letter. This
-week I had two from you. Last week's was received
only on Tuesday and this week's on Wednesday. But
yesterday morning I thought I had still to hear from
you and I devoted the morning to writing other
important letters. And then when it dawned upon me
that there was nothing more to come from you, I
would not write to you during what you may call
office hours. I love to write this letter and such others
in the early morning.
I see that you are once more enjoying the com-
pany of birds and animals. Frogs have somehow or
other appeared to me helpless creatures. They can't
run, they can't fly and thus become an easy prey to
the wily cat. And they seem to look at you so appeal-
ingly in their helplessness. The monkey on the other
hand never excites my pity. He is a most resourceful
and mischievous fellow and takes delight in over-
reaching you. He has no such thing as thankfulness in
him. And yet I suppose all this is imagination or
ignorance ! If we thrive on knowledge, we seem some-
how to do so on ignorance and imagination too. "It
is folly to be wise when ignorance is bliss." And the
shortest and the oldest Upaniskad says, THe overcomes
death through ignorance and mounts to immortality
through knowledge.*' The original words are srfifar and
f^n meaning also, respectively, activity and inactivity,
Body and spirit, attachment and detachment. They
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